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reverently paced the procession paths of  Boro-
budur did in bygone days.
Again we must pass by a long stretch of richly
sculptured wall, with only a panel here and there
which calls for special remark. Then we find
another gem, Plate XXXVII, in the upper part
of which the Prince having at last attained
Nirvana, bathes in the River Nairanjana. Here
we have no longer the man with human desires
and aims, but the Buddha in the full glory of his
divinity. All his struggles and trials are finished
now: he has passed through all the gates of
difficulty and doubting. Now he is the noble,
purified soul, in a noble body filled with heavenly
bliss.
Every creature that comes near him is conscious
of it. The spirits of the upper air, the Vidhya-
dharas and Siddhas, whose voices the pilgrims
heard so often in their wanderings, flock round Mm
showering scented flowers on the river, feeling
and rejoicing in the power of purity which goes
out of him. The Nagas, the water-sprites, raise
their heads to do him homage. On the other
side of the river, three of the Devas, in the attire
of Javanese princes, prostrate themselves before
him, and reverently scoop up water, like pilgrims,
to cany away with them to their divine mansions.
The doe from the forest knows at once that her
Lord and Protector has come, He who in His
boundless love once offered His life for hers. She